PART II
I
I could speak French and German, but I was utterly ignorant.
I knew that my father held me in scant esteem because of my
educational failure. Shane appreciated in me my love of
Nature, but I felt myself so far behind him that I began to be
ashamed and to look around for books. There were a good
many, but they were of widely differing character. My mother
accumulated novels for the guest rooms; they were by Marie
Corelli, Sarah Grand, Ouida and Gertrude Atherton, strangely
enough all women authors, mostly with a parti pris against
men.
My father's library was composed chiefly of works on Bi-
metallism, on Indian currency and on Imperial development.
He had a mind that ran on Economics and wrote a book called
The Economic Crisis, concerning national finance (the title of
which was a perfect description of our family's chronic con-
dition). Economics made no appeal, but Auguste Comte on
Positivism interested me for a long time until I happened
upon Stead's Letters from Julia. Stead had been a great
friend of my father's, but I doubt if he had ever read these
communications from the spirit world, which struck me at once
as a most natural phenomenon. I then plunged into A. P.
Sinnett's Growth of the Soul, and Esoteric Buddhism. Sinnett
was the president of the Theosophical Society and I had known
him ever since I was a child. His white-bearded face had
never seemed to change, had never grown older. According
to his own account he had no age, he was simply marking time
in the material world the while he had work to do. From his
book I "remembered," as it seemed to me, many things.
Reincarnation was no new theory, it was just a fact that I had
always subconsciously known but temporarily forgotten.
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